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In winter from the mountain, 

The stream like a torrent flows; 

In summer the same fountain. 

Is calm as a child’s repose. 

Thus in grief the first pangs wound us. 
And tears of despair gush on, 

Time brings forth new flowers around us. 
And the tide of our grief done. 
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Then heed not my pensive hours. 

Nor bid me be cheerful now; 

Can sunshine raise the flowers 
That droop on a blighted bough? 

The lake in the tempest wears not 
The brightness, its slumber wore; 

The heart of the mourner cares not 
For joys, that we$if*dear before. 
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